
STOP 



Early Journal Content on JSTOR, Free to Anyone in the World 

This article is one of nearly 500,000 scholarly works digitized and made freely available to everyone in 
the world by JSTOR. 

Known as the Early Journal Content, this set of works include research articles, news, letters, and other 
writings published in more than 200 of the oldest leading academic journals. The works date from the 
mid-seventeenth to the early twentieth centuries. 

We encourage people to read and share the Early Journal Content openly and to tell others that this 
resource exists. People may post this content online or redistribute in any way for non-commercial 
purposes. 

Read more about Early Journal Content at http://about.jstor.org/participate-jstor/individuals/early- 
journal-content . 



JSTOR is a digital library of academic journals, books, and primary source objects. JSTOR helps people 
discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content through a powerful research and teaching 
platform, and preserves this content for future generations. JSTOR is part of ITHAKA, a not-for-profit 
organization that also includes Ithaka S+R and Portico. For more information about JSTOR, please 
contact support@jstor.org. 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

DAWN-WIND 

Wind, just arisen 

(Off what cool matters of marsh-moss 
In tented boughs leaf -drawn before the stars, 
Or niche of cliff under the eagles?) 
You of living things, 
So gay and tender and full of play, 
Why do you blow on my thoughts — like cut flowers 
Gathered and laid to dry on this paper, rolled out of dead 
wood? 

I see you 

Shaking that flower at me with soft invitation 

And frisking away, 

Deliciously rumpling the grass . . . 

So you fluttered the curtains about my cradle, 

Prattling of fields 

Before I had had my milk. 

Did I stir on my pillow, making to follow you, Fleet One — 

I, swaddled, unwinged, like a bird in the egg? 

Let be 

My dreams that crackle under your breath . . . 

You have the dust of the world to blow on. 

Do not tag me and dance away, looking back . . . 
I am too old to play with you, 
Eternal child. 
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